Mexican-American War diary 
By: Isis 


I was cleaning up my grandma's attic for her birthday, when I came across a dusty 
box with a sign on it. I got curious and decided to open it, when she showed up out of nowhere “Oh 
you found it, I forgot where I put that.” she said. “ Grandma, what's in the box?” I said , “ It’s just 
a few things I kept as a memory from when I was younger. ” she replied. I had looked at her and the 
back of the box curiously wanting to open it but I wanted to respect her privacy. “ You may open it 
if you like, I don't mind.” she said. She left back downstairs to go get me a snack, I opened the box 
to find random stuff including: film reel, stuffed animal, walkman and wired headphones. What 
really caught my attention though was a diary that was filled to the very end with pictures, 
drawings and many journal entries. I decide to start reading as I wait for grandma to come back 
with a snack. I start reading from the first page: 


It’s June 16, 1846, 

I havent heard from my boyfriend since the war started. I havent been too worried but this 
morning I got a knock on my door from the military. Theyve been in my house since this 
morning but havent told me anything, just that T have to ctay in the house and to calm down. 
How do T calm down when they arent telling me what happened with my boyfriend? I decided to 
go upstairs and pack a bag to leave, if they weren;t going to tell me T was going to find out. I pack 
my things and leave out my bedroom window, it takes them a few minutes ac I suspected for them 
to figure out I was gone but by then I was already out the window and running away. T could 
hear the military searching for me from a mile away but T ran as far away ac I could. The sun’ 
finally down so I decided to pull out my sleeping bag and place it on the floor, T think Tve run at 
least 7 miles hut Tm not cure T walked for an eternity. 


I'm back.... oh you found it.” She was surprised.“ I'm sorry grandma, I just saw it and thought-” 
she cut me off, “ no it’s fine that diary just brings back memories.” 

“ I didn’t know you had a boyfriend, grandma.” I said. “Oh yea we actually got married but you’ll 
read about it soon.” she said with a smile. “ Why didn’t you remarry grandma?” I asked. 

“Well for one I'm pretty old and two is kind of difficult to explain.” She said, “ How so?” I asked. 
“Well some people may disagree but when you love someone it’s like you just can't find anyone like 
them , sure I could've remarried but I know that I would’ve just been looking for him in everyone 
else, In my opinion if you find someone else that you love your first love was never really your first 
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love.” she said. My grandma and I have never had a close relationship but I guess it’s because I 
never got to know her and now I just want to know everything. 


“Well Pll leave you alone now but if you have any questions just ask me.” she said with a sweet 
smile. I get back to reading and start at: 


June 17, 1846 

It’s been three days since I left and I'm halfway to mexico. I still have no clue how to find him 
or what to do. My food supply ie still good and I still have enough water to last me until T get to 
mexico. I have decided to ctay in this little cave I found for tonight. [t's spacious enough and I 
dont think anyone will find me here. Not talking to people though it starts to cet in my mind and 
the only thing that hasnt made me lose my mind just yet ie this journal T have to write in. Tve 
heard that the war ie really bad in Mexico though co T may have to restock my supply before 
making it over there. Right now Im in Mexico city and I might be able to make it to Mexico in 
like the next 4 days if I dont make detours every now and then. 


June 21, 1846 

Ive finally made it to Mexico by cneaking onto a boat. Tm surprised I havent been caught, as 
what I can cee I'm pretty cure I'm at the Sacramento river but T may have caught myself in a 
problem. I cant get out of this boat without any soldiers noticing me. If I swim underwater just 
for alittle bit I might be able to go unnoticed but Tm not totally cure, especially because my bag 
might get wet. I can barely make out what they are saying but what I'm guessing js a boat jo 
coming co T might be able to get on that boat if I just pick the exact timing right. 


June 22, 1846 

I somehow managed to get on the boat luckily Tm on the bottom floor hiding under a bunch of 
supplies. They had a bunch of canned food co I decided to take a few cans till I found more 
supplies. They stopped for come reason but Tm not cure why, T dont even know where T am right 
now. I'm trying to look out the window but it’s too high up. I can feel the boat moving and Im 
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pretty cure theyre choofing cannons at other boats right now, theres nothing to cover me with 


co I'm just making a little fort with as many soft objects I can find just in case of something. 


June 25, 1846 

I know I havent written in a while but co much has happened . After one of the boats cank our 
boat started moving. I needed to get to western Texas since thats where the American coldiers 
were exactly. I knew this boat wasnt going to take me that far since it was only for supplies 
really but it would get me far enough to Guadalupe Hidalgo which je the treaty line. The only thing 
was the minute T got out of the boat I tripped and broke my leg. Luckily in my bag T had an 
advanced med kit which had everything I needed to at least fix it co I could walk. What I did end 
up using though was a splint so it kept my leg stable but it was still weak. Then after that since T 
couldnt walk as fast or run either co today T had barely got to texas. T decided to hide in the 
woods for now just till my leg healed a bit more. 


June 26, 1896 

I hear something in the woods hut T cant tell exactly what it ic. It's only been a day since T 
wrote in this journal but already I could hear the bombe and chooting knowing it was still miles 
away from me. So either a bear or come sort of wild animal js out here or the soldiers are 


expanding territory. TII keep you updated later for now. I might just look for a hiding space. 


June 28, 1846 

Ive been found by the american soldiers even though that je still bad it’s better than mexican 
soldiers by then I probably wouldve been practically dead. Not the point there trying to cend me 
back to where T was before but they dont know where that je exactly just yet. They have taken 
my bag and only let me keep this journal and a pencil. Tm not going to tell them where T live. T 
cant get cent back just yet I need to find my boyfriend T might just try to escape. They have 
helped me with my broken leg luckily co I might just be able to run coon. 
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July 4, 1846 
I made it out somehow and Im pretty sure Tin near my boyfriend. Earlier while running T caw 
someone really familiar, that Tm cure was in the photo my boyfriend had chown me, with his 
unit. I was running as fast as T could, which wasnt that fast until T finally had found him in 
the medical cen ter. 
July 12, 1846 
Ive finally given up and told them where T live. When I had finally found him he was practically 
going to die and half of his face had 2nd degree burns, his left arm and leg had stitches. When 
he caw me, he was happy as T caw and had told me to leave. Tt wasnt cafe but for me all T 
wanted was to be there for him. Finally he had got me to stop panicking about him by asking me 
to marry him. He had told me he had not much time to live either way so basically his dying wish 
was to marry me. I caid yes as he put the ring on me and a few mins later died. Ever since Ive 
not been myself T haven;t talked to anyone but finally T had come to terme with the loss of my 
husband and decided to go home. I just wish I could have told him I was pregnant. 


February 3, 1847 

It’s 7:50 am and T just had my baby last night. She was born at 11:11 pm, T named her eloise. 
She was born the came year the war ended. Tve finally got over the death of my husband but T 
dont think I will get over him. T have two jobs right now and am working as hard as possible just 
to keep my daughter cafe. 


I don’t even know what to think right now. I ran as fast as possible to my grandma and the minute I 
saw her I practically almost yelled” you were in the war?” 

“Well I wouldn’t say I was in the war more like I experienced it.” she laughed a little. 

“ All for a guy, grandma you have to tell me everything and my mom was born the day the war 
ended that’s even more crazy. I have so many questions like "why did you do it?” 

“Calm down a little, it's not that crazy I will say though that is probably one of the greatest stories 
of my life.” 

As my grandma explained to me in detail everything that happened I realized more how 
entertaining my grandma is and how all this time I could've been hearing stories like these but 
never wanted to get closer to her but now I did. 
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“ Life after that war was a little bit easier at least when it came to surviving, experiencing the war 
honestly helped a lot to get prepared for anything especially when it came to your mother. After the 
war not much happened but I will say I did make a few soldiers mad for not cooperating as they 
would put it. “ 

RINGG 

The doorbell rang and I knew it was my mom. As I said goodbye to my grandma I told her I would 
come by again this week to hear more. I could tell she was happy by the smile on her face. 


